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(c) 2013 A. V. Cheshire 
if you brought this you was robbed. 



♦negate the meat* 



the end of days are an eternal condition 

always looping back 

heavy with sign and portent. 

He falls with the contours of the pavement, 

letting the uneven footsteps guide his drunken compass 

down hill and past the wrought iron fence . 

Even though the sun shines you can't help 
but feel the drowning vegetation 
through your damp feet . 
Follow 

the flow of the water - 

it must lead somewhere. Maybe they'll know something. 

The way it presses against you. Almost 

insidiously, like a creepy uncle. 

His voice curls endless whisper to 

negate 

the 

meat. These people are like 

gaping flesh wounds. It isn't good to look. 
Also advisable to plug up your lugs with gauze 
and vaseline. Unfortunately, this attracts 
attention . 

You desperately need to hide yourself 

in some way - if only for the benefit of 

future generations . The fear 

that these people work in television 

is very tangible 

and 

you worry that the condition may 
be infectious . 

You knew a guy once - swallowed 
up by the artisan cheese 
crowd . 



Only thing left of him 

a memory. Skulked 

the twittersphere for days 

like a bad instagrammed meal . 

He leaves quickly so 
as not to be noticed. 

The city doesn't hum, 
it creaks and moans . 
Glasgow has real old bones 
polished up real good 
in the spirit of 
homogenised milk. 

Doesn't mean you can't smell it. That dust of living 
decades . 

On the underground this smell condenses - almost pure 
vapours . 

Catches you in the back of the throat. Hard not to gag. 

Going around 

and around 

the circle line 

feels like being sucked 

through an unpleasant future . 

Great Western road is straight as fuck, a runway straight 

out of the city. 

shoot along it like a morphine 

lullaby . 

Forget the troubles 
of 

that aching metropolis, but only if you got the means to 
pay the ferryman. 



*swallow* 



swallowing gasping 
breaths of dark. 
Heavy with autumn, 
pregnant with the night . 



*creep the crazy flesh* 



My polka dot love 

is doing handstands on the train platform, 
her silver and gold tainted skirt falling 
about her waist. 

She likes to show off her red knickers to the old men. 

"Everybody needs the flesh," 
she confides in my later, 
heavy breath and glisten skin. 

"It's wired hard genetic, eyes will follow it always 
and we all look, we all do. 
May as well deny the need 
to breathe 

if you want to deny the flesh." 



* 



oh sick light, let me 

slip narcotic below 

the surface and ride these 

sidereal 

currents 

through the whiplash of sensation. 
Let all this nonsense obliterate 
the mediocre . 



*back in the best forgotten* 



Hasn't walked this ancient knot of pavement 

since that limbo time of shuffling feet 

and transient hotel rooms . 

The stained bedsheets of a 

thousand 

drunken 

hate crimes 

passed off as sexual and chemical abuse. 
He left negligible impressions back then, 
a faint spectre of regret 
and loathing. 

Passing time in negative space. 
Passed about like an unlucky sock. 



* 



you are sweet 

when you want, done up in longing 

and insistence . 

Unsaited suits you best. 

Bent over 

sick 

on lust 



♦Antigone* 



Months old. instead they decided to discussing throwing 
her away 

and mum because try as they might they notice her. she s 
much craved when she was 6 

she reading Cinderella and was the first and last fairy 
tale cerridwen remembers . 

overhearing the ignorance of people around her 
cutting their feverous losses . It was impossible 
this fact that was subjected. 
Some terrible task or simply beaten 

parents sensed her presence 
she was put simply 

couldn't not make another, simply take out their horrid 
lives upon every morning. 

she radiated so like a burning mark upon her mum and 
cerridwen would curse her inner light 
to help relieve their queasy souls . 

she meadow of misery and labouring abuse, her. her 

childhood 

was a rolling 

immediately hated the lucky bitch, 
it made her ache . every time . 



* karma burn* 



come away from that foolish edge, 

this steady stream of white faces in 

the direction of the stadium should be enough 

to nullify even the most brazen of idiots . the bassline 

has infected every aspect of day to day life . No corner 

can be turned to escape it. No occult nook 

beyond its charms . It will 

get terminal, become permanent. 

All of humanity will throb when it drops . 



